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Nervously I selected the most likely. A mild, thin,
cultured face, I remember, with a suggestion of
blonde side-whisker.  It proved to be the taxi-man
who had just driven me to the station.  There are
of course substitutes for a royal memory. The late
Frank Gray once told me some of his. In sheer vote-
gathering technique, Frank Gray, who represented
Oxford City for some years, was probably the most
enterprising Parliamentary candidate of the century.
It was his aim to call on every house, to know every
voter, in his constituency.  Naturally he was often
hailed in the streets by enthusiastic supporters
whom, for the moment at any rate, he couldn't tell
from Adam.   Sometimes he would use Disraeli's
gambit.  "How goes the enemy?"  But sometimes
this  elicited no  clue,  and the still anonymous
elector would proceed to make some inquiry or
request which would obviously make it necessary
for his representative to write to him.   Even so
Gray would not admit defeat. On the contrary, he
carried the war boldly into the enemy's territory.
" See what a good memory I have," he would say.
"Why, I remember not only your name but your
address.   You live at 1000 Woodstock Road, don't
you?"   "No, Mr. Gray," the elector would reply,
much impressed, "you've got it wrong for once. I
live at 1500 Banbury Road." "Tut, tut, so you do,"
Frank Gray would exclaim, taking a careful note.
And when he got home he would turn up the
address in the local directory, and at last the missing
name would be his.

Every now and again some Personage from tht
outer political world would descend, to shed the